DISCOVERIES                si
come always back to this thought. There
is something of ari old wives' tale in fine
literature. The makers of it are like an
old peasant telling stories of the great
famine or the hangings of '98 or from his
own memories. He has felt something in
the depth of his mind and he wants to make
it as visible and powerful to our senses as
possible. He will use the most extrava-
gant words or illustrations if they suit his
purpose. Or he will invent a wild parable,
and the more his mind is on fire or the
more creative it is, the less will he look at
the outer world or value it for its own sake.
It gives him metaphors and examples, and
that is all. He is even a little scornful of
it, for it seems to him while the fit is on
that the fire has gone out of it and left it
but white ashes. I cannot explain it, but
I am certain that every high thing was
invented in this way, between sleeping and
waking, as it were, and that peering and
peeping persons are but hawkers of stolen
goods. How else could their noses have
grown so ravenous or their eyes so sharp ?